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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tnovon the following piece from certain 
reaſons has never been-'offer'd to the Theatre, 
the effect of pRaMaATIC SITUATION, where prin- 
cipally neceſſary, is by no means forgotten, from 
a conviction that a deficiency in that reſpect is 
equally reprehenſible in the cloſet as on the ſtage 
ut pictura Poefis— 


With the ſubject of it (an event truly in- 
tereſting, though obſcurely repreſented by our 
Anglo-Saxon Annaliſts) the Poet has taken ſome 
liberties, which he truſts will be more eaſily par- 
doned if found to coincide with what it has been 
his ſtudy to preſerve through this little work—. 
the ſpirit and manners of the Tenth Century. 


LATELY PUBLISHED, 
| ELEGANTLY PRINTED IN QUARTO, _ C 


Price 25. 6d. 
ABELARD TO ELOISA. 
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By THOMAS WARWICK, II. B. 
LATE OF UNIVERSITY COLLEGE, OXFORD, 
dela. 


Sold by C. DiLLy, in the Poultry; J. WALTER, Charing 
Cres; and R. FauLDER, in New Bend Street. 


CHARACTERS. 


EDWY, King of England. 

EDGAR, His Brother. 

ODO, Legate from the Pope. 
ATHELSTAN, Earl of Kent. 
LEOEFRID, Chief Minſtrel. 
DUNSTAN,' Abbot of Glaſtonbury. 
LORDS, attendant on Edwy. 


EMMELINE, Mother of Elgiva. 
ELGIVA, @ Princeſs of the Blood Royal. 


Monks, Attendants, Sc. 


. 


A public ball of flate in the royal palace of Canter- 
bury, with arches of the moſt ancient Gothic architec- 
ture — In front, on the right ſide of the flage, folding 
doors leading to a chapel, —On the left as to a Ban- 
queting room. | 
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DUNSTAN (With letters) a Monk attending. 


1 gh to the North, and with no common 
ſpeed— 3 
Let none be truſted but our faithful ORDER; 


Yourſelf to Dover—if I guefs aright, 
The breeze that riſes from the Flemiſh coaſt,” 
Perhaps to-day may waft the LzcaTz over ;— 

B 2 Attend 
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Attend his coming, and before he reach 
Ihe palace gates this for his privacy— 
No more, away 


SCENE II. DUNSTAN, ATHELSTAN. 
ATHELSTAN. 

Your pardon, holy DunsTaNn, 
If now my Preſence interrupt your thoughts 
Intent on other themes. 

DUNSTAN. 
8 Save you, fair Earl! 
Returning from my morning oriſons, 
I little dreamt to fall on you thus early: 
And, if mine eye deceive not, unimpair'd 
By the looſe vigils, and late revelry 
Of a diſtemper'd court, 
ATHELSTAN. 
A ſoldier's mind 

From infant years to martial toils inur'd, _ 
To watch from poſt to poſt the nightly fires, ; 
And ſheath'd in ſteel prevent the breaking dawn, 
In brooks the vacant carnival of peace— — 
Rude in the courtier's arts he ſcorns his pleaſures, 
| DUNSTAN, 
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DUN'S'TAN:. 

Then it appears Lord ATHELSTAN approves not 
The change of manners which our court puts on, 
To pleaſe a youthful prince too much devoted 
To the capricious guidance of a ſex 
Form'd for obedience. 

ATHELSTAN. | 

True, 1t likes me not. 

Drawn from the modeſt ſhade of private life, 
From cares domeſtic in the public gaze, 
And licenſe of a palace to preſide 
O'er theſe new-fangled mockeries of war, 
(Your courtly gallants call them tournaments) 
The forward ſex already ſeem our rulers— 
By heaven I'd rather quit yon Kentiſh lands, 
Given by brave HencrsT to my Saxon fathers, 
The pledge of fealty, and price of ſervice— 
To be the meaneſt ſoldier. in the train 
Of Norman Rolxo (He whoſe arm lays waſte 
The realm of CHaRLEMAGNE's degenerate heirs) 
Than thus debaſe the dignity of man, 
And live an Engliſh Baron at the price. 
ü DUNSTAN. 
Know you the cauſe of theſe late novelties, 


And of the haſten'd nuptials of the King, 
In 
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In ſtrange defiance of our holy canon, 
With his fair couſin, the much- boaſted daughter 
Of ſtately EMMeLine ? 
_ATHELSTAN; 
E little know, 
But that the king is young, and with the world 
I b her * fair. 
DU NST AN. 
Nor do the tongues 
That ſpeak thus highly of ELcrva's beauty 
Arraign with leſs reſerve the dangerous aims 
And politic ambition of the mother —— 
But ſoftly - thro' yon cloiſters I obſerve 
The intended queen advancing from her chamber. 
ATHELSTAN. 
She ſeems dejected _ 
DUNSTAN. 
Did the ſex's features 
Interpret faithfully what paſs'd within, 
Truſt me, but few would be the ſtoried names 
Of thoſe whom female pride has led to ruin 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. ELGIVA, Attendant. 

How ſtrange a likeneſs to our wakeful thoughts 
The morning dream, disjointed and confuſed, 
Will often wear !—Meſeem'd in yonder choir, 
Fre Epwr yet received my plighted hand, 

Down the long aile a blaſt of deadly groans 

Dimm'd the pale lights —the ſprinkled waters turn'd 

To gory drops—when from the altar's verge, 

Urg'd by the prieſt to fix upon my throat, 

A ſhapeleſs monſter ſprang—I look'd around, 

And ſought in vain for Epwy. Sainted Powers 

That once had thrones on earth, protect the King! 

Come, my DuxzLMa, let us to my mother. 

Attendant. N 

Madam, with looks of haſte ſhe ſeeks you here. 


SCENE IV. zeMMELINE, ELGIVa, Attendant. 
And droops Ex on the feſtive morn 


That waits to hail her Queen? Has ſhe till now 
Without a cauſe the nuptial hour delay'd, 


To meet her lover with a face of ſorrow ? 


ELGIVA, 


3 1470S Der. 
ELGIVA. 

Believe not, Madam, that this faithful heart, 
Long ſince by infant ſympathies endear'd, 
Could C'er-with weak pretence, or coldneſs feign'd 
In Eowr's happineſs defer its own. 

E M ME LINE. 
Waits then my daughter till the imperial prieſt, 
Tyrant alike of ſubject and of king, er 
Forbid the union. 
E LGIVA. 

Much, indeed, I fear, 
From Rome. | 
EMMELINE. 

Say from the Monk whoſe artful zeal 
Preſum'd with wayward counſel to oppoſe 
His ſovereign's will, and forced in evil hour, 
(Becauſe it ſeems by ties of blood you touch 
More nearly than her ſelf-will'd laws admit,) 
To ſue for ſanction to a foreign power 
Which yet the impatient youth has vainly waited 
By adverſe winds, or prieſtly craft delay'd— 
Now ſick at laſt of uſeleſs expectation 
Again preſents his hand and diadem, 
And re-afferts the lover in the king. 


ELGIVA. 
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ELGIVA. 
Would that the lover never had been ſuch, - 
Nor Lof noble race! ne'er had I known 
The boding fears which now diſtract my boſom, 
Nor bleſt in Eowy trembled for his fortunes. 
EMMELINE. | 
- Diſmiſs thoſe fears, and know to be a Queen— 
Call up thy father's ſpirit in thy ſoul, 
And vindicate a mother—Fear'ſt thou Roux? 
Prevent her interference—if ſhe yield 
"Tis well; if ſhe with-hold her vaunted nod 
Of approbation, when the nuptial bond 
Is ſeal'd, and Epwy' with his throne is thine, 
Think not a generous, brave, and free-born people 
Will ſuffer Roms to intercept your claims, | 
Or wiſh their King the only ſlave among them. 
E LOGIVA. 
Oft have you told me of the jealous hate 
This Abbot ever bore us often fear'd 
His favour with the people might be turn'd 
To our undoing ; and his antient foe 
Avail of fit occaſion to ſubvert 
The remnants of my father. —Should we now 
Give way to Eowr's paſſion ere arrived 
| C The . 


The pontiff's full aſſent ſo long with-held 
How well might Duxs ra plead religion's wrong, 
And brand our union with a nameleſs ſtain. 
No let me rather in a Convent's gloom 
Thro' tedious life anticipate the grave, 
Than injure Epwvr in his people's favour. 

EMMELINE, 
Say wilt thou learn the method to preſerve it 
At once to Epwy, to thyſelf, and me?— 
That Epwy loves thee with no common flame 
No doubt remains—yet e' en his late reſolve 
To check the ſudden growth of prieſtly power, 
And wait no longer on the papal will, 
Beſure will be oppos'd, if not o'er-rul'd, 
Unleſs this day behold your plighted vows, 
And DuNsTaNn in immediate exile quit 
The realm of EncLand.—This confirm'd enjoy 
Your loves in ſafety, elſe ſecure of none. 

E L OI VA. | 

Ah! Madam, urge not the invidious taſk ; 
DunsTan indeed may be our private foe, 
And mark our deeds with no impartial eye : 
But may not DunsTan ſeek the public good? 
Epwy reſpects ; the people all revere him, 
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| Young Epcar too, his country's other hope, 
Who from the North return'd in conqueſt home 
Wich grateful news of Exic's laſt defeat 
Salutes the royal ear, with reverent love, 
In DuxsTan views a father and a friend 
Forbid it heaven that ſuch a cauſe ſhould riſk 
The unbroken union of two princely brothers, 
In temper various, but in native virtues 
Each not unequal to the throne of ALrRed ! 

EMMELINE. | 
Would that the needle had employ'd thy hands, 
To paint the trophies of our Saxon line, 
Won from thoſe Romans in their native groves— . 
Than from their lying annals to have glean'd 
The tales of ARRIA's, and of PorTra's virtues, 
And what their idle penmen elſe have feign'd 
Of moral beauty and heroic worth, 
More vaunted than believ'd !—But hear me, girl, 
And on thy duty wait not to obey.— 
When Epwy comes to claim thy promis'd hand, 
Urge the requeſt —ſhould his reſolve be ſlow, 
Call forth each argument of private ſafety, 
Affronted royalty, endanger'd love— - 
Nor fail that beſt reſource of melting tears, 

C 2 Which 
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Which nature gave to a defenceleſs ſex, 

To ſway the tyrant man, till Epwy daſn 

This ſerpent from his hold. He comes; prevail 
In this demand, and be again my daughter. 


SCENE V. EDWY, ELGIVA. 
| EDWY. 
Was 1 deceiv'd, or did thy mother chide 
My lov'd ELciva! Stern I mark'd her eye 
Bent on that form which mine could ever meet 
With raptures ever new. 
ELGIV A. 
Her words, my Lord ! 
Were but the abundance of maternal fondneſs, 
Perhaps too anxious for a daughter's welfare. 
| EDWY. 
Sure thou art cold, ELorva—quickly ſay 
What means that down-caſt look of ſilent grief? 
Is this the morn appointed to fulfil 
The circle of my joys? Has all my life | 
Err'd like a dream? And didſt thou never love? 
| ELGIVA. 
Ah! wins heaven! no other cauſe but love 
Compels this ſoftneſs from Ex orva's eye. 


_EDBVWY6 
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EDWY. | 
Forgive my doubts. Vet wherefore ſhould'ſt thou 
\ weep? 1 2. 
Why ſhould the whiteſt hour of Epwr's life 
Loſe half its brightneſs in ELciva's tears? 
Does it repent thee of thy plighted word ? 
And doſt thou mourn becauſe the hour is come ? 
The long-wiſh'd hour to make thee ever mine 
Ecſtatic thought!—And wilt thou weep? Away 
Diſpel the fears that wrong thy nobler feelings, 
And let that boſom only pant with joy. 
And ſee the leader of our minſtrel-band, 
To whoſe directing voice we gave the charge 
Of this auſpicious day's ſolemnities, 
Herald of pleaſure, Lxor Rib appears. 


SCENE VI. EDWY, ELGIVA, LEOFRID., 
Welcome, my LEoOor RID, my faithful bard ! 
LEOFRID. 
I would my news were worth your grace's welcome. 
EDWY, 

Are not the rites prepar'd at our command ? 
Shines not the temple's yault with hallow'd light ? 
Waits not the prieſt on my E.civa's head 


To 
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To pour the bleſſed oil? Thy minſtrel train 
To chaunt her praiſes crowd they not the gate 
Where lead our palace-cloiſters to the choir ? 
h 'LEOFRID, 

All was prepar'd ; and from the vacant ſtreets, 
And neighbouring hamlets, CanTzznury pour'd 
In feſtal pomp, her eager citizens; 

While popular expectation keen'd each eye, 
. Chain'd every tongue.—Nor urg'd by leſs deſire, 
With ſlacker ſpeed towards the temple hied 
Thy loyal people, than the wintery gloom, 
That many-a moon in dreary dens hath held 
The cheerleſs Laplander, at length diſpers'd, 
The joyful nation climbs the trackleſs ſnow 
To hail returning day.—So theſe to view 
Their monarch's choice, the faireſt of her kind, 
»Twas ſilence all, when down the-crowded aile, 
Unmitred as in haſte, and without robes. 
Of ſacerdotal pomp, the abbot paſt 
Still as he walk*d his hands were ſtretch'd to bleſs 
With ſaint-like policy the gazing throngs 
That worſhip'd where he trod.—Then to the 
Z ens forme e, 
ee Suſpend, (he cried) your high preparatives. 
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te One greater far than Kings by me forbids them, 
« Behold the papal ſeal.” He ſpoke, and bade 
The officious Monks that waited his commands 
Diſmiſs the aſtoniſh'd people. At the moment 
With theſe unlook*'d-for tidings came I hither, 
Which pardon as unwilling I report. 

E DW V. 
In our dominions—ha l the papal ſeal— 
Againſt our proper mandate in the face 
Of my aſſembled people See him brought 
Into our preſence ſtraight Let not reſpect 
Ol place or function ſave him He ſhall feel 
How dread and perilous a taſk to rouze 


The ſleeping lion in a kingly breaſt, 


SCENE VII. xpwy, ELGIvVA.- 


Retire, my fair one, to thy mother's chamber. 
Soon ſhall thy happy Epwv lay aſide 
The thunder of offended majeſty, 


And on the wings of favour'd love return 

To claim thy bridal vows Expect me there. 
| ELGIVA, 

No- rather for a moment will I try 

To check the woman that rebels within me 


And 
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And plead in ſpite of love the cauſe of reaſon, 
Had heaven form'd Epw only for himſelf, 
Nor to his head conſign'd the weighty charge 
Of EncLand's crown, with each reflected glory 
That blazons fair in more exalted light 
A race deſcended from the Godlike Allr RED, 
Then juſtly negligent of vulgar cenſure, 
Without-the riſk of ſafety or of honour, 
Might he indulgent to'the voice of love 
Conſult a private happineſs alone— 

2: err. 
penn this idle bauble of a ſceptre ! 
Thoſe ſpecious trappings of inſipid power; 
The courtier's ſmile, the ſhouting people's voice, 
The peaceful garland, or the palm of war 
Diſtaſteful all, unleſs ELcriva ſhare them. 
10A. | 
For that perhaps ELOIVA was not born, 
At leaſt, if Rowe forbid, ſhe ne'er may ſhare 
Thy * love, nor, wanting it, thy crown. 
| xk Dx. 
Yes, * ſhall be thy own—that matchleſs form, 
That ſpotleſs ſoul which ſpeaks in every glance 
Shall charm each Engliſh boſom to thy cauſe, 


bn Even 
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Even Rowe ſhall own their force—Imperious 


Rome, 
Affecting ſcorn of every tender tie— 
The hoary Legate ſhall behold, and wonder 
And when the Conclave dwells upon his tale 
Declare an Angel guards thine Epwx's throne, 


SCENE VIII. EDWY, LEOFRID. 
LEOFRID. 

DvnsTan, my Liege! encircled by a guard 

Of monk-led populace with ſeeming dread 

1 Of inſtant violence is fled-to ſeek 
Protection in the Legate's numerous train 
Who laſt night landed from the neighbouring ſhore 
In princely ſtate from Doves bends his way. 
EDWY. 

'Tis well, —Thou, Ltorr1D | in haſte ſhalt witneſs 
A private contract ſoon to be avow'd— 
Then will we give him audience like a King 
Who feels his people's honour and his own. 


| SCENE X. - EDGAR,  ATHELSTAN« 
It was my Brother—ſure he did not ſhun 
A wretch's prefence—O my conſcious heart! 
Ps D ArHELSTAN. 
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e ATH ELSTAN. 
My Lord !—He marks me not. 
EDGAR. 


| Vain thoughts away ! 
Nor implicate my ſoul in farther guilt! 
Is it already not too prone to hate 
The friend and brother in the happy lover? 
No. Let me hence 
ATHELSTAN. 
Is Epcar then diſtraught ? 
Or does he ſhun beneath theſe courtly roofs 
His fellow of the war ?—I've heard indeed 
There is a certain character in courts 
Of that oblivious quality to eraſe 
The memory of a friend from him that wears it 
But Epox is not ſuch 


EDGAR, 

My ATrELsTAN! - 
I knew not thou wert near Indeed thy friend 
Almoſt forgets himſelf. . 

ATHELSTAN. 

And yet of late 
You ſcem to hold much converſe with yourſelf —— 
Forgive officious friendſhip that hath watch'd 


This 
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This many a morn your ſolitary walk, | 
Where at the baſe of yonder circling hills 
The branching elm with poplar intertwin'd 
O'erſhades the ſilent and ſecluded ſtream, 
Fit haunt of ſuperſtitious melancholy, 
Or life-diſguſted age, or hopeleſs love— 
In one who lately lanc'd at early dawn 
The flying wolf, or crown'd with favouring ſmile 
The village youth that ſtrove in mimic fight, 
So great a change argues a weighty cauſe 
Which friendſhip ſhould partake. 
EDGAR, 
Saw you my brother ? 
ATHELSTAN. ' 
The King ere this— 
EDGAR, 
Is wedded to ELciva. 
Say, Is't not ſo? 
ATHELSTAN, 
Even ſo did Leorrip 

Acquaint me as I paſt him—Does that move you ? 
Like you I mourn and pity much his weakneſs, 
That in the cenſure of the holy ſee 
Would meet his people's hate, 

D 2 EDGAR, 
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EDGAR. | 
Talk not of weakneſs— 
As well might human folly mourn their fate 
That reign in plentitude of bliſs on high 
As dare to pity whom ELciva loves. 
ATHELSTAN. 

Indeed !—Then DunsTan much I fear was right 
In his ſuſpicions. Now to try him home. [ afide. 
That check'd applauſe of beauty in excuſe 
Of paſſion ſo precipitate as Epwy's, 
Would make me half ſuſpe& your own late change 
Proceeded from like cauſe, unleſs I knew 
The partial hand which gloſs'd a brother's failings 
With fairer varniſh than in what they ſtand 
To common judgment, and that EnNcoLanD's realm 
(Collective crown of beauty's faireſt gems) 
Not one ſo precious holds for whom by pride 
Or inclination ſway'd, reſerv'd or free, 
Might EpGar ſigh with unrequited love— 
For, as I gueſs from many a curious glance 
Shot from the courtly fair, each ſeems to ſay, 
« Be mine, and I will make thee ſuch a thing, 
4e As love has made thy brother.” * 
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E D GAR. 


ATHELSTan ! 
He is thy King and mine (fain would I hide 
My boſom-pains from this unfeeling friend) 
Howe'er to ſhew how groundleſs thy ſurmiſe, 


This evening will we hence to join the troops, 


That guard our marches from the intrudingWelch. 
ATHELSTAN. 
So ſoon, my Lord !—Your brother's nuptial day 
The LxOCATE juſt arrived—Your preſent help 
Perhaps requir'd to reconcile the breach 
Between the king, and church too raſhly ſcorn'd, 
T hat will not bate her claim—ſuch hafte is great— 
Yet think not I would urge your ſtay. Too much 
My boſom pants to caſt the ſlough of peace 
For wonted armaments—are you reſolv'd? 
EDGAR, 

As fate, to-day— 

ATHELSTAN, | 

Will nothing there detain you? 

See where they come! Now had I rather meet 
A hoſt of Danes than yonder courtly train, 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. po (alone.) 


What powerful witchcraft hath impal'd me round? 


What demon fix'd me thus? Why reſt I here ? 
Is it to gaze and pine with vain deſire ? 
To feel each nobler faculty of ſoul, 
Unbroken friendſhip and fraternal love, 
Give place to envy at a brother's fortune ? 
Longer I dare not truſt myſelf. —This day 
Shall ſee me quit an agonizing ſcene. 


SCENE XI. EDWY, ELGIVA, EDGAR, 
LORDS, &c. 
EDWY. 
My brother, welcome ! truſt me, all our joys 
Were incomplete that were not ſhar'd by thee, 


Embrace a ſiſter Oh!] my Epox ſpeak, 


Is ſhe not worthy of imperial ſway 
Wider than e'er was CzsaR's ? 
EDGAR, 
_ Worthy ſure 


Of more than earth can give, May fortune ſhow'r 


Her kindeſt gifts upon that gentle form, 


And make each bleſſing her's—which I forego! [9fide. 
| ELGIVA, 


A DRAMATIC POEM, 23 


E LOGIVA. 
Accept a ſiſter's thanks, a ſiſter's love, 
Who feels with conſcious pride reflected fame 
From every Roman virtue that adorns 
The breaſt of EDGaR ! 
EDWY. 


Pardon, Lords! awhile— 
On to the tiltyard—we will follow ſtraight. 


SCENE XII. EDWY, ELGIVA, EDGAR. 
EDWY. 

Now hath my breaſt its fill of ecſtacy— 
Give me your hands—truſt me, I little thought 
To weep this day—Yet powerful tenderneſs 
Beguiles me of my tears—and dearer far 
This moment of apparent weakneſs ſhewn 
To your congenial ſouls than vacant years 
Conſum'd in tedious pomp of royalty 
And leaden ceremonial—You, my brother, 
Who to the ſplendors of a regal life, 
And ſoftneſs of a palace, have prefer'd 
The toils of warfare—ſuffer that the ſword 
Of conquelt ſleep, and from this hour enjoy, 
(Our titles equal, and our cares the ſame) 


— — — 


mor Deen 
An undivided empire from this hour 
Be never Epwy mention'd for a king 
Without the name of Epcas. 

EDGAR, 

Epwy, no! 
The brother of your love muſt not permit 
Such largeneſs of affection to impeach 
The rights of elderſhip.—Content to guard 
The kingdom's frontiers at your army's head, 
And by your royal bounty Duke of Mzrcia, 
My province is decided.—I am now 
Upon another claim, your grace's ſuitor, 
xu Dx. 
In what can Epcar tax a brother's power ? 
| EDGAR. | 
It is—for inſtant leave to quit the court. 
" E DW. 


| Amazement! Heard1 right?—Say, on what cauſe? 


"EDGAR, 
Sufficient that I part within the hour. 
EDWY, 
Say, whither bent And with what train pre- 
Per d ? 


EDGAR. 
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EDGAR. 
With only ArRELsrax to the Cambrian borders. 
EDWY, 
Hear you of ought from thence requires ſuch haſte ? 
| EDGAR, 
How ill diſguiſement fits upon my ſoul!  [afide. 
Ere my arrival there you ſhall be taught 
What now might interrupt the feſtive hour. 
E DW v. 
Go ATHELSTAN alone, yourſelf remain, 
Tho' but a day to grace the nuptial feaſt. | 
And hark! Von trumpets, prelude of the charge, 
Speak the full court, and chide our farther ſtay. 
| EDGAR. | 
I pray you pardon me—lI mult from hence. 
EDWY. 
Bring him, Ercrva!l—lf he can reſiſt 
Thy ſweet perſuaſion, far my thoughts have err'd 
Wide of my brother's temper, 220 


SCENE XIII. rtciva, EDGAR, 
ELGIV A. 
Come, my Lord! 
Since mine the pleaſing taſk to hold you here, 
E Accept 
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Accept this bridal ſcarf, and be my Knight 
Give us this day, and with to-morrow's dawn, 


Attended by ELOIVA's kindeſt prayers, 


Go forth where glory prompts, or danger calls. 


EDGAR. 


Might I obey the impulſe of my wiſhes, 


How gladly could I reſt for ever here! 
ELGIVA. 

Tho' next my Epwy, and the honor'd head 

Of her who gave me birth, yourſelf poſſeſs 

My kindeſt thoughts; no longer than this day 

Would I detain your active ſpirit here, 

For well I know beſet with many a foe, 

Nor of domeſtic feuds herſelf ſecure 

ENGLAND has much to fear—And now perhaps 

Myſelf may by this haſty union ſtand 

The unworthy cauſe—O ! ſpeak, and tell the worſt. 
| EDGAR. 

Ceaſe your alarms—Nor from the untam'd Scot 

Or ſtubborn Welch, or IX ELAxp's fiercer ſons, 


The ruthleſs Dane, or NxusrRIA's roving band, 
Nor from herſelf, while on the throne with you 
Sit temper'd rule and ſweet authority, 

Of danger ought has Ex LAND cauſe to fear. 


f | EDGaR 


n 
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Epcar alone has cauſe But not in fields 

Of tented war, nor in the crooked wiles 

Of hoſtile policy his danger lives; 

Here all unconſcious of its fatal power 

Within thoſe walls it dwells—Yet ling'ring ſtill, 


Like ſome poor inſect round the alluring flame, 


The ſelf-devoted wretch provokes his ruin. 
ELGIV A. 
Your words are dark, my Lord! 


EDGAR, 
Dark as my thoughts, 
And beſt conceal'd 
ELGIVA. 
If momentary raſhneſs 
Have left ſome ſtain of guilt upon your foul 
Which the pure principle would fain eraſe, 
The friendly ſolace of fraternal love, 
Better than ſhift of place and ſtrange abode, 
Or fainted relicks of ſome diſtant ſhrine, 
Might help the pious work.— 
EDGAR. 
| Fraternal love! [ afide. 
She wrings my ſoul Too charming would ſay 
My ſiſter —If I thus abruptly part 


E 2 Impute 


— — — ——— — 
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Impute it to a cauſe that long has torn 
Unhappy Evcar from his better mind 
O! could I fly myſelf at once for ever! 

E LOIVA. (alone) 
Some kindly power reſtore his wonted peace 
In whom his other ſelf a brother lives! — 
DunsTan return'd—His eye too plainly ſpeaks 
A triumph fatal to ELciva's love. — 


SCENE XIV. DUNSTAN, ELGIVA, obo. 
| DUNSTAN. 

That I am wrong'd in your opinion, Lady! 
To you this holy man, our Church's Legate, 
Whoſe high protection I perforce have ſought, 
Can well aver mine innocence—how long, 
How warmly have I labour'd to conciliate 
Your earthly wiſhes and eternal weal, 
Heaven and my own true conſcience only may 
Bear living teſtimony—Thus approv'd 
My function bids me ſpeak—And truſt me, fair 


one! 


However laviſhly the world admire 
Thoſe radiant eyes, thoſe locks of lucid amber, 


That ſymmetry of form—The time is near 
F When 


k 
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When thou ſhalt wiſn them from thy birth ex- 


chang'd 
For weeds of homelineſs, unſpoil'd, unſtain'd 
By crimes that call for vengeance to the throne 
Where kings exalted here ſhall find no flatterer, 
And vice alone is foul deformity. 

ELGIV A. 
Why this to me, Sir ?—lIf I never hop'd 


For deeds of reverent kindneſs at your hands, 


My rank, my ſex might hold me free of inſuk. 


DUNSTAN. 
O Lady !—for my heart is touch'd with pity— 
Was e'er a form like this deſign'd the prey 
Of damned inceſt ?— Happy could I ſpare 
Thoſe painful bluſhes now !—But happier far 
If not too late my ſalutary zeal 
Divert your footſteps from the giddy verge 


Of fathomleſs deſtruccion ! 


ELGIVA. 


Well I know, 
What thanks for ſuch high benefits are due. 


Here ceaſe our conference—This reverend Lord 
The King may better welcome.—Sir, adieu! 


My 


3 . 


My duty calls me hence — Learn your's, and fol- 
low it. 


SCENE XV. DUNSTAN, odo. 
You mark'd her haughty carriage. On my life 


But yeſter-morn thoſe looks appear'd the mold 
Of meek-ey'd fear, and maiden gentleneſs ; 


Now but ſome few ſhort hours of royalty 

Have blown the ſmother'd ſpark into a flame, 
The likeneſs of her mother's —How ſhe chid me! 
With what a cold inforc'd reſpect ſhe ſcann'd 
Your reverend perſon !—O! believe me, Sir, 


There's danger there more potent in effect, 
More miſchievous in conſequence to turn 
This yet unſteady people from the paths 
Of church-allegiance new and undefin'd, 
Tha/ in the warlike turbulence and fume 
Of the raſh Emperor who late oppos'd 
His trembling armies to the papal curſe, 
And ſunk beneath its thunder. 
| o Do. 

To the ear 
Of our young ſovereign haply may I prompt 
That leſſon not in vain.— Mean time for her 


Reading 
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Reading perchance mine errand in her fears 
I leſs condemn than pity. 
DUNSTAN. 

Spare the term, 
Or call that weakneſs which may ought obſtruct 
Our high deſigns—or tend to overrule 
The deſtiny of Rome. - Aſſume the Roman 
Think like another Czsar, bent alike 
To give a general maſter to mankind, 
And grace the ſtructure of imperial power 
With the firſt, gem that parent ocean bears 

But ſtronglier founded on a baſe unſeen | 
By mortal eye, while high above the clouds. 
And mix'd with heaven the myſtic wonder towers. 
Thus act, and tread upon the necks of kings. 
O DO, 

Well do I ſee that from no worthleſs hand 
I ſtand commiſſion d by our ſacred court 
To ſeek true conduct and ſure pilotage 
In this uneven current yet untried. 
To your experience, Sir! and well-known zeal 
The church commends her fortunes, and in me 
Preſents the ready agent of your will, 
And organ of your wiſdom, 


DUNSTAN\. 
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DUNSTAN. 


| Well you know 
The ſtory of our late invaded rights 


By EMMELINE's ſuggeſtion, and the power. 
Of holy diſpenſation needful yet 
To ratify the nuptials—Not in vain 


I hope our joint endeavours—Be it your's 


To preſs immediate audience, and unfold 

The papal errand while the King is warm 

With ſcenes of opening joys, and paſſion blinds 
The guard of temperance, —This day perchance, 
If right I gueſs the ſtate of Epcar's mind, 

May puſh the froward pageant from his ſeat, 
And fill it with a ſubje& of our own. 


AP 54 
Exp of the FIRST ACT. 
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ACT I8. 


S © B OM {0 


EDWY, with Lords, from the Tournament. 


E DWT. 


OW by great ArTavr's name the day's 


atchievement 

Hath anſwer'd to our wiſhes.— Von bright eyes 

Beam'd forth ſuch influence gn our friendly con- 
teſts 

As their fair rivals of a Gallic court 

Might view with hopeleſs envy. O! from hence 

Be ſuch our only warfare - thus to reap 

The glorious harveſt of our father's toils, 

But not forget them while in trophied peace 

The ſpirit of proud honour wakes to guard 

The bleſſings they bequeath'd us. One alone 

(Grac'd as we are, kind Lords! in your attendance) 

Is wanting to our wiſh, my brother EDA 

F Whoſe 


.. 
Whoſe ſudden parting not this high occaſion, 
Nor all the kind entreaties of our queen 
A moment could delay. 
LEOFRID. 
Deep-muſed in thought, 

An undecided wildneſs in his aſpect | 
As loth to part yet unreſolv'd to ſtay, 
I ſaw him paſs the gate where ATHeLsTAaN 
With GLasToN's Abbot in deep converſe held 
Attended his approach, 

EDWY. 

Saidſt thou? with DuxsTax 
I ſcarce know why, but at the very ſound. 
The tide of joy that trickled thro' my veins 
Is marr'd to freezing. 


SCENE II. To them a Meſſenger. 
Meſſenger. 
Odo, Sir! from Rome 

Demands admiſſion to your royal preſence. 

E DW V. 
Conduct him to us.— At a time like this 
We might as willingly have ſpar'd his coming, 
As late his interference with our will. 

SCENE 


” os 
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SCENE III. rpwy, obo, DUNSTAN, &c. 
EDWY. 3 
Now, reverend Lord! declare the will of Rome, 
O Do. | 
Firſt from the ſacred apoſtolic Majeſty 
Fair peace and holy greeting as becomes 
The delegate of heaven. Next, in the name 
Of that firſt power ſuperior to the throne 
Of earthly ſovereigns, ere I may unfold 
The church's high commiſſion, Epwr ! ſay 
If here I ſtand before a Chriſtian King ? 
And if before a Chriſtian King I ſtand 
Say whence this outrage? Whence that temporal 
arm 
Employ'd againſt its maker ?—Such, raſh Prince! 
Such was this holy man commiſſion'd late | 
To throne thee rais'd by Rome's diſpenſing power 
Above thy fellows.—Art thou yet to know 
The meaneſt ſervant of her ſtate beyond 
An earthly juriſdiction—ſtill to learn 
The power which made can well unmake a king. 
F 2  __ EDWY 
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| EDWY. 
Say firſt, proud churchman! what unheard-of power 
Yet undefined admits thee to divert 
The courſe of juſtice here, and ſtand between 
Ourſelf and the offender ?—Shall a ſubject 
Daſh with envenom'd hand the lifted cup 
Within our fight, ev'n at our very lips 
And we not dare controul him ?—If ſecure 
Beneath a foreign ſanction he advance 
The ſelf-imputed claims of church authority. 

| 1 7 a0 

The ſacred right which of profaner eye 
Forbids the ſcrutiny, young Prince! behold 
In fair effect reveal'd and palpable 
As the warm influence of the vernal ſun 
On earth's emboſom'd treafures.—Look around, 
And, if not yet hath heav'n's pure breath diſpel'd 
The miſts of earthly blindneſs, let the voice 
Of common reaſon warn thee.—Lo! the time 
Foretold by ſaints and fathers, when the church 
Shall overſhadow with maternal wing 
And gather all her children—Bear thy glance 
From the far eaſt to Euroez's weſtern bound 


And mark her awful triumph greatly fix'd 
To 
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To ſpare the proſtrate and ſubdue the proud 
Herſelf impaſſible. Nor ought upheld 
By periſhable force of human arm, 
Or vain device of mortal enginery. 
E DW V. 
If independent thus of temporal aid, 
What need compels the power, in whoſe behalf 
You boaſt of heaven's immediate hand, to graſp 
At ſums of worldly treaſure? and extract 
Our ſubjects wealth, the life-blood of our ſtate 
With ſpiritual alchemy ?—What brings you now 
But the ſame lure which ſcented from afar 
Has often ſummon'd to our fertile Ile 
The northern ravagers—the greedy hive 
Of Scandinavian pirates? What but this, 
To reap the product of her golden fields 
And fleecy paſtures—Aſk the traitor prieſt 
Who braves us in our ſight—what elſe hath prey'd 
Upon the coffers of our royal uncle 8 
Fen to the ſhaking? He kind eaſy man, 
Beheld the prieſtly vulture cram his ma 
While his poor country famiſh'd—and faw che 
bread 
Torn from the pcaſants uſeful hands to glut 


The 
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The droning ſwarms that mock our wholeſome 
laws oY 

With artificial beggary—and himſelf 
A paſſive pageant moulded to her will 
Deem'd every breath that wafred wealth to Rome 
Approach'd his ſoul to heaven. 

DUNSTAN. 

Hear him not 
Bleſt ſpirit of his father or efface 
The ſon's offences with an angel's tear !— 
It may not be—His words are ſeal'd in heaven! 
The blaſphemy is noted there to ſtand 
Eternity of ages, —Ere it falls 
Avert the curſe from ExeLanp, ere the guilt 
Of damned inceſt with a Prince's fate 
Involve his people !— 
po. 
Wondering I we: beard thee. 

But "TRIP ſtill in pity to thy youth 
And to thy father's virtues I ſuſpend 
The dread commiſſion veſted to my charge | 
Oer thee and thoſe thy ſubjects Thou meantime 
Exchange the proud condition of thy mind 
For meek repentance—To this holy man 
| His 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 39 


His rights invaded by thy late attempt 
Of violence unwarranted reſtore 
And liſten to his counſels—To the church, 
And to the ſervants of her ſeparate care, 
Their ſacred dues and fair immunities 
Unqueſtion'd, unpolluted, unprofan'd, 
By ſecular infringement—For thyſelf 
In proof of full obedience thus eſtrang'd, 
Look thou divorce the partner of thy guilt 
With whom uncheck'd by nature, by the voice 
Of reverend cuſtom or authority 
Of holy canon, thou haſt now defil'd 
The name of wedlock. - 

EDWY. 

Prieft ! thy bent is known 
Thy maſter's long delays, the daring check 
We late experienc'd from a ſubject's hand, 
His minion here, have taught us the deſigns 
Of Roman policy.—To his laſt demand 
The day's occaſion haply ſhall provide 
Thy maſter with fit anſwer—For the reſt 
When leiſure beſt may offer, —— 


ee 
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SCENE IV. punsTANn, opo. 
Wayward boy! 
This day mall mar thy triumph. - Opo! now 
Amid the general ferment is the time 
For great exploits and daring enterprize — 
Some brothers of our order well diſpers'd 
Already dwell on Epwr's blaſphemies, 
And hint at crimes unheard which ſet agape 
The giddy multitude—And many a tongue, 
That only whiſpers now his ſovereign's guilt, 
Ere night may urge his downfall—But a point 
Of higher moment reſts, that by the means 
Of ATHELSTAN I have delay'd till now 
The parting of young EpoAR, whom the love 
He bears his brother prompts to undertake 


A mediator's office, and avert 


Our threaten'd interdict.— Perhaps his ſtay 
May ſoon to other purpoſes conduce 
Than now he dreams on. 

o bo. 


I am yet to learn 
The purpoſes you ſpeak of, well aſſur'd 


By loud report what cordial union binds 


The 
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The royal brothers in the double league 
Of amity and blood. | 
| DUNSTAN. 

There, Opo! moſt 
Where brotherhood prevails, if art or chance 
Diſſolve the union, nature ſtarts aſide 


To fierceſt enmity.—There is a prize | 
Which appoſitely plac'd in Epcar's reach _ | 
Might dazzle ſtronger optics—and undo | | 
This gordian knot of friendſhip, like the ſteel | 
| Of Mactponia's victor. | | 
OD 0, 

True—when rent | 
From Epwr's head a crown may ſoon repair 
The common loſs, and Epox in the King | 
Forget the brother. 

es DUNSTAN. 
Rare indeed the foul 

That bears her aim ſuperior to the price 
Of proffer'd Empire, yet believe me ſuch 
Is EoGar's nature.—Bent on glory, fraught 
With princely blood and native royalty ; 
In danger fearleſs as the lion's whelp 
That turns upon its hunter—well I know 
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His heart would ſpurn a ſceptre if obtain'd 
By violated friendſhip. 
-ODO, 
Say what hope then 
May win him to our cauſe? | 
DUNSTAN. 
Tho' friendſhip oft 

In noble ſpirits quench the groſſer fires 
Of intereſt or ambition—what if love 
Oppoſe itſelf to friendſhip ?=What if empire 
Approach young Epcar in the winning form 
Of fair ELciva? If our church with-hold 
Her kind compliance from a ſtubborn ſon 
To tempt a more obedient, and ariſe 
The conflicts umpire ? 

oo. 


VP Abbot! in thy words 
1 trace the ſacred deſtiny that owes 


Her higheſt honours to thy filial care, 
And noble perſeverance, 


you 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. xbcar, obo, DUNSTAN, ATHELSTAN. 
EDGAR, 

| Holy men! 
If thus abrupt with ill-becoming haſte 
I ſeek your preſence—Let officious love 
Which trembles for a brother ſerve to palliate 
His raſhneſs and my own. 

o Do. 
Believe me Prince, 
We are not apt with judgment indiſcreet 
And haſty cenſure blindly to involve 
The guilty with the free Nor think that heaven 
For this appoints her dread vicegerent here 
The great infallible—We better know 
Thy faith and fair obedience. Nor if fame 
Had ſpar'd her plaudits ſhould we not diſcern 
The candid front of royalty, where heaven 
Hath ſeal'd her high election, from the marks 
Of violence and guilt which ſtain the tyrant ? 
EDGAR, 

Deem not my brother ſuch—ſuſpend awhile 
The threaten'd interdi& whoſe very ſound 
Appals the crowd, and threatens it inforc'd . 
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To ſolve at once the well compacted frame 
Of regal ſovereignty ! 
OD O. 
And better thus, 
Than for the Monarch's ſanction to call forth 
The lurking weeds of ſhame in public view, 
And lend to vice a faſhion of the time— 
Yet not for this our embaſſy to ſhake, 
But on a purer baſis to ſupport 
The frame of civil power. 
EDGAR, 
I deem'd it ſuch; 
And bend with reverence to the ſacred knees 
That bear the will of heaven. —Thou, ArRHELSTAN 
Canſt witneſs for thy friend he never ſue'd 
A kneeling ſuppliant for a ſelfiſh boon, 
Nor bow'd to mortal power—Yet here I kneel 
To beg remiſſion for a brother's fault, 
Nor think it baſeneſs. -DunsTan ! thou has ſcann'd 
Our common foibles with a parent's eye 
And known us both from children—Young in lite 
We loſt a father whom thy care ſupply'd, 
Nor left us aught of ſorrow but the pang 
Remembrance pays to nature—thou hait known 
His 


n 
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His eaſy temper led by chance aſtray 
How ductile to return. His paſſions caught 
By quick ſurprize and mounting to a blaze 


Subſided at thy counſels. Should he now 
Perſiſt awhile in error, mildly treat 


The fiery temper of unguarded youth, 
And ſoothe him into reaſon. 
o Do. 


Gentle Prince! 
If I in ought ſeem deaf to your requeſt 


'Tis your's with due ſubmiſſion to revere 

The Providence that wills it.—For the reſt 

To your protection, as the ſureſt pledge 

Of holy friendſhip, I commit awhile 

This reverend bondſman. Lead him to the King, 
And if your joint eſſays can haply win 


His proud condition, for the preſent hour 
Our function is ſuſpended, 


SCENE VI. EDGAR, ATHELSTAN, DUNSTAN. 


EDGAR. 


DunsTax come— 
Thy ſacred eloquence ſhall * a charm 


To 
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| 

To what affection ready tho' unſkill'd | 

May prompt a brother's ſuit. | 

DUNSTAN. | 
Conſider firſt | 

Your private ſafety.—Wohat this aged frame | 

May ſuffer from his wrath ] little heed, | 

Or, if I prize the ſmall remains of life 

Mine honeſt zeal endanger'd, 'tis to fave 

The facred line of AL TRRED.— Oh my Prince l 

Child of my cares! forbear to tempt his raſhneſs— 

Firſt go between the lion and his prey, 

Ere ſtrive by words to turn him—ever prone 

To violent extremes, there is a cauſe 

Why now your wholeſome counſels will appear 

The fruit of baſeſt artifice, and turn | 

To moſt unwelcome poiſon. —Is there none? 

Or has unfounded jealouſy ſurmis'd | | 

That EDpcar loves ELGIVA ? Tou are chang'd 

That pauſe - be free Lou have a father here. 

EDGAR, 


Such have I ever found you.—O, my friends ! 

Long have I ſtruggled ev'n from you to hide 

The involuntary crime. It may not be 

My friend my father pardon the concealment. 
, | We 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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We cannot rule our thoughts—and if we could— 
My guilt uſurp'd a form fo plauſible, 


So like to virtue—Abſent long in arms 


And new to female beauty I beheld 

This ſum of fair perfection with ſuch awe, 
As once our fathers in the Saxon woods | 
Approach'd the bright VeLLEDa to demand | 
The oracles of heaven.—Fair as ſhe was | 
J could have knelt in wonder; nor deſir'd | 
A nearer happineſs. —She ſpoke - the voice | 
That ſoon ſhould hail me brother rais'd the wiſh | 
Of ſympathy, of friendſhip,” mingled ſtill 

With ſomewhat of reſtraint, which moſt I felt 
In Epwyv's abſence.—Ofren would ſhe ſmile 

To ſee my penſive mood, and ſmiling aſk 

The cauſe of my diſtraction. Was it love? 

And who the fatal objet?—Epwr too 
Unwittingly aſſiſted; often left me 

Expos'd without a witneſs to the charms 

Of unſuſpecting frankneſs—lovely moſt 

When beauty ſweetens the domeſtic hour 

With native eloquence, —Bear with me, friends! 
I will reſume the man. Alas! my brother! 
Thou haſt undone us both 


ATHELSTAN, 
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ATHELSTAN, 


- Forbear, my Lord! 


How might the vanquiſh'd powers of Exio bluſh 


To ſee their conqueror thus 
EDGAR, 
That I reſolv'd 
By ſudden flight if poſſible to ſcape 


The weakneſs which unmann'd me well you know, 


And what has ſtay'd my parting.—O good Abbot ! 
If Eowy's love be guilt, ſay what were mine? 
Nay, ſpare not me—but if it may be, ſpare . 
The pledge of mutual faith—the ſacred tie 
That binds him with Erciva ! 
DUNSTAN. 

| Call not ſacred, 
Whate'er the tie from which the voice of heaven 
With-holds her approbation.—O, my ſon ! 
This is no time to chide—too plain I mark 
The miſchiefs that await you.— Will his hand, 
Who ſtarted not at ſacrilege, revere 
The brother in the rival ?—Still as ſuch 
His late awaken'd jealouſy will paint you, 
And ſtill ambitious EMmerLine pervert 


Your popular and princely faculties 
To 
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To treaſon- like conſtruction.— Tou have ſery'd 
With honour to the ſtate; and bear the ſtamp 
Of all your father's virtues -O my Prince ! 
Unread in courtly wiles you little know 

The dangers that enround ſuperior worth 
From little minds, when rivalſhip inflames, 
And nearneſs of condition marks the contraſt, 


SCENE VIL EMMELINE, EDWY, EDGAR, 
DUNSTAN, ATHELSTAN, Guards, 
| EMMELIN E. 
See where the traitor ſtands without his guard 
Of holy mockery, and braves your power | 
Ev'n in your very palace. 
EDWY, (to the Guards). 
To your duty — 
My brother his protector? 
EDGAR, 
On your lives 
Forbear this violence !—my ſacred word 


— 


Has anſwer'd for his ſafet/ 
EDWY, 
Stand ye thus ? 
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Epwy ! this hour decides thy future reign. 


EDWY. 
Will Epcax plead the cauſe of fraud and treaſon ? 
Arraign him on the inſtant. 


ED GAR. 
Hear me yet 


E DW. 
Brother avoid, Our juſtice ſhall be brief. 
Myſelf will make him ſure. 
EDGAR, 
: I am his ſurety. 
Are you ſo raſh ?—Then learn, before you touch 
That reverend head, your paſſage mult be here. 
| EDWY. 
Am I oppoſed ? 
| ; EDGAR, 
This ſword has done you ſervice; 
Nor ſhall it hurt you now. Lou are my King, 
Nay more—my brother—may command my life— 
My facred faith and ſpotleſs honour—never— 
| xD v. 
A ſubject's honour is obedience. 


EMMELINE. 
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EMMELINE, | 


| Guards 


— 


Look to the King! 
EDGAR, (diſarmed). 
Confuſion! 


SCENE VIII. To them ELG1va, 
EDWY. | 
My ELciva! 
ELGIV As, 

O! my kind Lord! what makes this ſudden rage ? 
My brother! (if I now without offence 
May claim a ſiſter's title) till this hour 
I never ſaw you look ſo!—Never yet 
Ye view'd each other thus -The world in you 
Beheld the glaſs, the model of clear friendſhip, 
And brother-like affection—held it forth _ 
In ſcenes of humbler life. —Your names alone 
Had power to reconcile domeſtic feuds 
And claſhing intereſts—the parent gaz'd 
With tranſport on his ſons and bleſt with tears 
The royal brothers whoſe example form'd 
A family of love.— Why are ye thus? N 


— 
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And yet I dare not hear. O fatal nuptials! 
Unfortunate ELcrva ! 


EMME LINE. 

Daughter! ceaſe, 
The tears thou ſhed'ſt are in a traitor's cauſe 
To mingle in ſuch ſcenes but ill accords 
With maiden ſoftneſs and the vailed ſtate 
Of bridal purity, 

ELGIVA, 
My Lord relents; 
The ſtorm is paſt, I mark his ſoften'd features — 
Turn, Epcar! turn and meet a brother's love 
With anſwering tenderneſs. —The formal ſtate 
Of uncomplying Majeſty alone 
Forbids him yet to claſp you.—Still averſe— 
Still filent—ſtill reluttant—Epwr ! ſpeak, 
| E DWY. 

Yes, my ELciva! powerful as the ſpell 
Of ſome celeſtial viſitant that ſpeaks 
In heavenly whiſpers to the pious ſoul, 
Thy ſudden preſence has eras'd from mine 
Each wrathful purpoſe.— Brother! I am calm. 
Your honour ſhall be ſafe—To your diſpoſal 
I render up a traitor, What is paſt, 


Wrong'd 
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Wrong'd as we ſtand from his abuſe of office, 
We pardon from this moment. Let him hence 
Avoid our court and preſence—preach elſewhere 
To peaſant ſaves and bigot manks the claims 
Of church-authority—nor more preſume 

To ſnatch the reins of civil rule and curb 

A Monarch in his wiſhes. ——For yourſelf, 


Come to the banquet—what now ſeems amiſs 
Shall there be righted, 


SCENE IX. xDGaAR, DUNSTAN, ATHELSTAN, 
bus Tax. 
Ere a baniſh'd man, 
; Diſrob'd of civil honours, I retire 
To reſt and ſolitude, perhaps the voice 
Of ripe experience fomething may adviſe 
That Epcar ſhall approve—and Epwr's ſelf, 
However harſh the means, be taught the laws 
Which bind a Chriſtian King, 


EDGAR. 


——ũ—ͤ—l— ] —̃ CS DS 


| Your pardon, friends! 
| If paſſion buſied here awhile decline 


All other conference—One ſhort hour hence 


Command my full attention to your counſels, 


| Exp of the Szcoxnd AcrT. 


| 
| 


n 


. 


E I. 


DUNSTAN, obo. 


ELIEVE me, Legate! from the prime of life 
Vers'd in the ways of man I never found 
A youthful proſelyte ſo hard to win, 
His every paſſion waken'd yet of proof 
To bribes of ſuch a luſtre—Noting this 
As loſt in wonder I approv'd the ſtrength 
Of Epcax's virtues—pitied much the King 
Whoſe ſickly mind as yet refus'd an ear 
To juſt and ſober counſels— till at length 
By flow advance when I prevail'd to ſhew 
Some ſhort diſunion of the Royal Pair 
By ſudden force the only means of cure, 
The brother yielded—full aſſurance given, 
That on her rights reſtored the church diſpenſe | 
Her ſanction to the nuptials, and replace 
The raviſh'd bride in ſafety | 
| | oDO. 
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O D. 


5 At what time, 
And what the inſtruments to give effect 
To ſuch bold policy ? 
DUNSTAN. 
When the turret bell 
Has ſounded to the banquet ATHELSTAN 
Aſſembles here apprized of his intent 


Some long-tried followers whoſe veteran limbs 
Beneath a maſter's harneſs have endured 

The brunt of diſcipline—This ſteady band, 
While every court-attendant takes his fill 

Of revelry and wine, ſhall ruſh at once 

Upon the ſignal given to ſeize the bride— 
Mean time our faithful Order ſhall inflame 
The multitude without whoſe preſſing throngs 
May bar the palace-gates, and ſtay purſuit 
Should Epwy dare it Deep in yonder grove, 
| Whoſe tapering pines reflect the ſetting ſun, 
On ATHELSTAN's domains there ſtands apart 


An ivy'd fortreſs with a winding cave 

That mocks enquiry—thither ſhall the fair one 

Be ſuddenly convey'd, and Epcar's ſelf 
Entruſted 


— — — 


| 
| 
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Entruſted with her perſon till the King 
Avow his full ſubmiſſion.—ls't not well ? 


Think you that Ep AR will reſtore untouch'd 


(Unhop'd for till the moment) ſuch a pledge, 


When ſolitude and ſilence join to fix 


Enjoyment in his reach, and court the wiſh 
Grown fiercer by concealment ?—From that hour 
Eternal diſcord ſhall divide the brothers 
To mutual weakneſs, and the church adopt 
Her favour'd ſervant 
o po. 

By the ſacred keys 
Of our high patron, and the rod we bear 
Tis greatly ſchem'd ! Without already waits 
The dread preparative. The morning's pomp 
1s chang'd to ſadneſs, and the naked ſhrines 
Spoil'd of their images appear to mourn 
The general condemnation ; while a train 
Of ready prieſts in ſolemn order rang'd 
At every portal ſtands in act to cloſe 
The ſacred avenues, Meantime the crowd 
In melancholy ſilence droop aghaſt 

At 


[ 
ſ 
: 


| 
I | 


A DRAMATfC POEM. 57 


At viſionary dangers worſe than true, 
And from ſuſpenſe more dreadful. 
DUNSTAN. 
For yourſelf 
No more remains than to enforce at once 
With formal energy the ſolemn curſe 
Amid the general tumult of the night, 
And fly to ſanftuary—Then at worſt | 
If Epox fail us, and thro' weakneſs yield 


His lovely charge into his brother's arms, 


What after-courfe.we take however deſperate 
The name of Heaven is always at our hand 
To ſanctify the deed—for, even ſuppoſe 
That Epwvy periſh, who ſhall aſk in us 

By fraud or virtue? To our feveral taſks— 
And ſee the ready inſtrument approach 
School'd to our purpoſes. At better ſuits 
Our holy gatb to ſet on foot * — 
Than mix in violence. | 


SCENE II. _ punsTav, ATHELSTAN: 
DUNSTAN.' 
My worthy Lord! 
How much our country and our holy faith 
I Stand 
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Stand bounden to your zeal another hour 

May ſpeak more fitly.— Now how fares the Prince ? 
ATHELSTAN. 

J left him at the fort in all reſolv'd 

To liſten to your councils, as the means 

However violent of ſpeedy peace 


And general reconcilement—hoping ſtil! 


No blood may ſtain the ſword on this occaſion 


| Reſerv'd for other ſervice— 


A DUNSTAN:.,. 
He expects 
His chates the fair ELciva ? 
ATHELSTAN. 
OI There alone 
His n 18 8 he talks, 
And wildly, of her beauties - then a gleam 
At times of ſhort-liv'd anger darts-acroſs - 
At Epwr's late o'erbearance, and the wrong 


That came ſo near his perſon—Truſt me, Abbot ! 


(But that your wiſdom leans another way) 
However ties of brotherhood reſtrain, 

I think ELerva's honour badly ſafe, 

When ſuch occaſion ſlips the curb of youth, 
And paſſion lends her ſpur too — If I err not 
TY He 
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He fears even for himſelf, and ſcarcely truſts 
His own forbearing. 
| DUNSTAN. 

Doubt it not, or ſay 
The worſt take place, and EpcGar's virtues yield 
To ſuch a weakneſs—Better even thus, 
Than thoſe accurſed nuptials ſtand avowed 
Unratified of heaven or holy canon, 
The church's ſcandal and the nation's ſtain.— 
No, my good Lord! in your determin'd arm, 
And EpcaR's riſing virtues I foretrace 
Their renovated luſtre—Lec not aught 
Which may to ſhallow reaſon wear the fign 
Oft preſent evil turn the bent aſide 
Of glorious undertaking—Hear in me 
Religion's voice, that ſummons to her cauſe, 
And arms you for her champion—TFhis alone 
Abſolves the ſubject tho? a Prince's blood 
Should ſtream upon the conteſt—Above all, 
Be proof againſt the mother—Let not tears 
Diſarm the ſoldier—if it may be done 
Make EMMELing ſecure—Be firm and blameleſs. 
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SCENE III. Arn ELSsTAx, (alone). 
I ſtill have held this Abbot juſt and holy; 
In wiſdom full-approv'd and love for EDOAR 
And yet his words were dark — What means at once 
The involuntary check that draws me back 
Ev'n at the point of acting? Is it fear? 


| I have dar'd, and bravely too, far other riſk 


Than all yon ſhewy gallants of a court 

When beſt equipp'd could offer,—Call it inſtin&t, 
Which overturns the pomp of argument 

And ſtarts at nearer guilt—If ſo too late 

Her interference now—my word is pledg'd, 

I muſt not think, but execute.—The bell 
Sounds to the banquet, and upbraids my coldneſs, 


SCENE IV. Chief Minſtrel aud Chorus of 
Youths and Virgins. 


EPITHALAMIUM. 
CHORUS OF YOUTHS, 

See the ſtar of eve aſcending 3; 

Glitters thro? the twilight air, 


Cove the nuptial couch attending 
Beckons to the royal pair. 


AIR. 
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AIR. 


The moment approaches when beauty muſt yield, 
Advance happy youth take the firſt of the field 
Be deaf to the foe, tho' ſhe ſweetly complain, 
And preſs you to ſpare her again and again, 


CHORUS OF VIRGINS, 


Check the thought to rapture tending, 
Yet awhile, fond Prince! forbear, 

Till the Virgin's bluſh befriending 
Yonder torches ceaſe to glare. 


AIR. 


Believe not that fir'd with a madneſs like thine 
She looſens her ceſtus at Modeſty's ſhrine ; 

Ev'n now thy wild tranſports her bluſhes reprove; 
Untouch'd by Deſire ſhe reſigns but to Love. 


CHORUS OF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS, 


See the ſtar of eve aſcending 
Glitters thro” the twilight air; 

Love the nuptial couch attending 
Beckons to the royal pair. a 


SCENE V. obo, DUNSTAN (in the Habit 
a Monk) —-Monks attending. 
Now in the name of Him whoſe holy ſign 
J lift before your eyes at once with-hold 
Thoſe impious vanities, which, but I ſpare 
In tenderneſs of mercy, would call forth 
The ſleeping thunder—Hence, and weep your guilt! 
While yet ye may, before in ready wrath 
Some deſolating angel cruſh the land 
That triumphs in her ſhame. 
(advancing) Unworthy King ! 
The church thou haſt defied thro' me reſumes 
Her ill inveſted powers—and, till ſuch time 
As ample penance and admitted prayers 
Shall waſh thy ſtains away, thro' me abſolves 
Thy ſubjects from allegiance, holds accurſt 
The ſervant that obeys thee— 


SCENE VI. rpwr (from the Banquetins 
Room) obo, &c. 
Think not, prieſt! 
If we ſuſtain'd thy licence of commiſſion | 
At hour of public audience, to intrude 
Upon our feſtive moments unreſtrain'd. 


Did 
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Did not the fulneſs of my joy forbid 
Acceſs to thought of anger —— | 
(Cry within). | 
Treaſon! Treaſon 


Look to the Queen. | 
ELGIVA, (within). 


My Lord! my Epwy ! ſave me! 


SCENE VII. DUNSTAN, obo, Monks. 
The ſtorm 1s up—the wreck is near at hand— 
Betake you to the altar while unknown 
In this diſguiſe I mix in Epwy's train, 

And watch the tide of fortune, 


SCENE VIII. punsTan (alone). 
N Mighty ſpirits! 

Who conſcious of ſuperior force to mold © 
The maſs of human kind have turn'd at will 
The pageantry of empire, if as yet 1 
More than your names exiſt—in. other worlds 
As once on earth diſtinguiſh'd, here behold 
The rival of your greatneſs, who nor aid, | 
Nor 
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Nor inſpiration aſks, but, with a ſoul 
Dilated to its object, ſtill purſues © 
The ſacred diadem fuſpended high 

In glorious viſion to reward my toils, 
And fix on thrones my footſtool ! 


SCENE X. | zpwy, 2MMELINE, Guards. 
EDWY. 
Hence begone 
Off Te have faild your Maſter at the point 
Of deareſt ſervice Well your looks beſpeak 


The terrors that beſet you—Baited thus, 


And by my ſubjects No- this ſword alone 
Shall hew my paſſage to ELciva. 
EMMELINE.' 

Son! 
Be temperüte e awhile till yonder throngs 
That now beſiege the palace are diſpers'd— 
Their madneſs at the full if now provok'd - 
Might bring yourſelf to danger—quick in tage, 
And ſudden to repent, to-morrow's ſun | 
Shall ſee the monſter turn'd upon your foes, 
Which now might wound its maſter—nay be rul'd; 
You ruſh you know not whither. 

EDWY, 
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EDWY. 
True, indeed 
I know not whither they have born her Vet 
I live and am a King—One ſhort hour paſt 
I thought myſelf a bridegroom, nor that Heaven 
Could add another wiſh to what I ſaw 
Within my reach on the inſtant—O ! for this 
Did fancy fire my ſoul with brighter ſcenes 
Than ever zealot at the frantic height 
Of inſpiration dwelt on ?—O my loved! 
My loſt EL GA! | | 
EMMELINE. 
Am I not her mother ? 

And ſtand I not affected like yourſelf 


By this unheard-of outrage ?—lf I rave 
Leſs wildly, judge me not of heart ſo dull, 
So loſt to feeling, ſo unlike myſelf, i 
That indignation ſlumbers—No, it wakes 
To noble vengeance—and will prove its force 
In well-tim'd execution. gp hs 
EDWY. Pony 
Vengeance, yes. 
I will indeed have vengeance but, ELG VA 
1 ZMMELINE. 


= * — = 


| 1 am prepat d 
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The fever of his pupil ?—if this tumult, 
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EMMELINE. 
Shall ſoon again be your's—Now to the purpoſes 
E DW v. 


E MME LINE. 
This momentary tumult, 
Wrought t to its height by well-advantag'd art 
With circumſtance concurring, will expire 
At ſober day-light, if we but oppoſe 
The means to quench it. | 
EDWY. 
Say— 
 EMMELINE. - 
| You have a brother 
Obedient ſtill, and Jocite to the voice 
Of our arch enemy; the people's idol; 
And next yourſelf the ſole remaining branch 
Of ALFred's lineage—even now without 
Some factious ontcries nam'd him for their King 
Who but this day protected to your face, 
And now upholds a traitor—What if EDOaR 
Should catch the popular ſound—and DuxsTax 
"os 700 ds L 


Which 


A DRAMATIC POEM. 67 


Which elſe a ſhapeleſs, and 1 maſs 
Will of itſelf diſſolve, ſhould find a head, 
And grow to ſerious faction? Without him CE 
Theſe haughty churchmen had not dar'd to raiſe 
The breath of diſaffection even ſo loud . 8 75555 
As that a leaf in autumn might have ſtirr d, 
Which now with full-flown inſolence afſaults 
The very temple of Majeſty—Nor elſe 
Had this weak Earl, his inſtrument of ſervice, 8 
Aſpir'd to ſuch bold outrage. 
EDWY. 
Nay, tis true, 
"Twas ATHELSTAN that ſeiz'd her!—ha! diſ- 
traction . 

At whoſe command: perfidious cruel brother! g 

| EMMELIN E. x 
Be calm and hear me— —- 


Q — — * 


ED Wr. : 
_ Erciva's loſs | 

Admit increaſe of torment—Let it paſs— = 

*T was but a bodileſs and empty colour 

That glanc'd before my ſight—it cannot bear 

The near approach of reaſon—let me think — 

Ambition would not tempt him but this day 

K 2 He 


er. 
He might have ſhar'd my kingdom, and refus'd 
A moment's wrath to ſhut from mem'ry's ſeat 
The brother of his heart—and point the way 
To his own throat amid the common wreck 
Of royal ty—Another cauſe there muſt 
To work. ſo vaſt a miracle— 
EMMELINE, 
He is rapt, 
And yet unfit for counſel. 
OO 2Dwy, 
O! *tis plain 
The monſtrous treaſon riſes to my view 
Unfolding all its horrors—ſuch a prize 
Alone would tempt him—Yet another thought | 
And then for madneſs—ler i it come at once, 
If madneſs may inforce me to forget 
That once I had a brother. 
8 EMME LINE. 

2 1 Tet again 

Secure the portal. „ the Guards, 
TE: is bx. 
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E DW v. 

No—let them approach. 
The majeſty of grief may well defy 
Sedition's wildeſt furylet them ſee 
Their Monarch thus, and, if ſome kinder arm 
Will rid him of his wretchedneſs - with-hold 
Your vain defence that fail'd to guard ELG 
O love! where art thou now? Perhaps to ſhun 
A brother's violence thy dying voice 
Has called on EDwy—I have liv'd too long my 
This little ſpace I yet can call my own ' 
Shall ſee me haſten to thee while a W | 
Nor yet depriv'd of empire Lroraibl - 
Thou haſt been ever faithful to thy Lord; 
Now ſtand approv'd, and at his bidding ſtrike - 
And, if thy miſtreſs yet ſurvive the ftain © 
Of vile pollution, give into her hands 
The ſteel that ſav'd a brother's farther n 
And bid her uſe it thus 


| 
SCENE X. zDwy, EMMELINE, ATHELSTAN, 
| ELOIVA, &c. 


8 EMME LINE. 
My child! 


ED WL. 
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EDWY. 
ELCIVA! 
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EL GIVA. ; ww 


. Yes, my lov'd Lord! and lives again for 3 
Oh] what a night of horror is effac 3 


In this extatic moment Do not ſtart— 
Am I not ſtill the fame, your own Exciva? 

| . | 
Let me FI gaze—No! thou. art Joſt again— | - 
To.me for ever loſt—The ruffian hand, _ 
That held ſuch charms a.moment in his power 
Could never have forborn—ELGiva! No! 
I live but to requite this monſtrous wrong 
Hence, every ſofter thought, and wake to ven- 
NETS geanee 1. 
Accurſed EDR! 

EL OI VA. 
O my Lord! beware 

To B like ſuſpicion—thiok him ſtill, 
What you have ever known him, juſt and noble, 
Through him again do I embrace my Evwy, , 


Through him we both are ſafe, — . 
ATHELSTAN» 


o 
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ATHELSTAN. 
In Epcar's name, 

Firſt tendering on my knee his humble duty, 

What to my Sovereign yet remains unknown 
| Permit me to unfold=Seduc'd indeed 
By ſpecious promiſe to ſuſpend awhile: - 
The public curſe, and calm the people's rage, 
On certain terms he yielded his aſſent 
To his late violence But when he found 
The people high in madneſs, and yourſelf 
In preſent danger—* Let us go, (he cried) 
« You are our charge my ſiſter Let us go, 
te And ſave or periſh with him! At his ſight 
A ſhout proclaim'd him King—He wav'd his hand 
And all was filent. “Let the ſlave who dares 
ce Offence to Evwy's perſon now ſtand forth 
ce And meet his puniſhment,” With alter'd looks 
The crowd gave way even to the palace-gates, 
Where now with active zeal he ſooths their rage- 
And diſſipates their phrenzy—hence even now. 
The general voice that eccho'd to the ſkies © | '- 
Live Epwyr ! live'Eterva! 


0 SCENE 


| 
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SCENE XI. To them EDboax. 
| EDWY, 

11 O my brother! 
This i is Indeed to live—Now, wayward Rows ! 
Put forth thy ſpiritual terrors, and bid arm 
The nations in thy cauſe—Supported thus 
Eowv 23 their power ! 

| EDGAR. 
Lou ſhall not need 
This morning I engag'd the Legate's faith 
That on your due ſubmiſſion, ſaving ſtill 
The honour of a King, this dreaded ban, 


Which hangs like thunder o'er the ſubject's head, 
| Shall ſtraight be taken off, and Rome extend 


Her ample diſpenſation— 
EDWY. 
| . Be it your's, 

My brother! to diſpoſe BARN means - 
May heal the breach our late impatience made 
In full authority. 

DUNSTAN (advancing). 

If a baniſh'd man, 


-Whoſe fond officious cares have held him here, 


And 
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And now are loſt in tranſport to behold 

His ſovereign's juſt compliance, may approach 
With proffer'd duty, ſuffer that I lead 

The Legate to your preſence—He ſhall call | 
A bleſſing on your loves For yet my children, 
(And with a father's tenderneſs I ſpeak), 

The curſe of Heaven is on you, — 


SCENE THE LAST. 

The folding Doors of the Chapel open and diſcover 
obo at the Altar. Monks with Torches attend- 
ing in ſolemn Order —DuNSTAN advances leading 
EDWY and ELGIVA fo the Altar,— 

o Do. ? 
May the Powers 

Whoſe arms are ever open to receive 

The child of penitence, and cruſh at once 

The recreant heart, admit you thus anew 

Within her holy pale, as now ye taſte. 

In true obedience of this ballow'd cup, _ 

Which elſe muſt, pour on your devoted heads 

Inalterable vengeance! als 


* A. 


E To 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


. 
Jo them LEOPRID. 

Yet forbear— | 
The Monk who temper'd what ye hold, is ſeiz'd 
With inſtant phrenzy—raves I know not what 


Of poiſon, and of DuNSTAN.- 
EDWY. 


Help! ſhe ſinks! 
It is too late! | 
DUNSTAN (to the People). 
Avoid the guilty ſpot ! 
Revere the mandate of eternal Juſtice ! 
The preſent arm of Heaven! [ goes out. 
_ EMMELINE ( following). 
A monſter's arm 
And NN be my vengeance.— 


* a EDGAR, 


Haſte, ſecure | 
The palace-gates—afſiſt the Queeny brother — 
KE O IVA. 

Aſſiſlance would be vain— tlie ſubtle power 
Has ſeiz'd my vitals—O my gentle Lord ! 
Are you too pale, my Epwy We have liv'd 
Unſpotted yet from infancy together— 

5 Unſpotted 
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Unſpotted ſhall we die If you ſurvive 
Which Ol ſeek not revenge, —or 


{ dies. 
E Dung, em n 194 work 
Peaail not yet 
I come—'tis well That was a glorious pang 
My brother dls ett Ale aies. 
E MME LINE (returning). 
See! my daughter! yet look up, 
And ſee the traitor's blood This dagger's point 
Has reach'd the heart of DunsTan—Dead already ! 
Thou ſhould'ſt have liv'd, and now thou dieſt, a 
Queen, 3 
Nor will I ſtain the moment with a tear 
Which hath reveng'd thee dying—This remains 
That to thine ear myſelf who ſtruck the blow 
Enounce the tidings. 
ATHELSTAN. 
Hold her. 
EMMELINE. 
Slaves! ſtand off— 
The road to death is open ſee him there — 
Would you debar from this her only wiſn 
The mother of your Queen ?— 


ATHELSTANs 


— 2 — aac 


n e 
ATHELSTAN. 
Protect her ſafe 
From her own 1 madneſs—O my gallant friend*!— 
| © (To the Attendants) 


Reſpect awhile his ſorrows, and prepare 
The mournful pomp that calls him to a throne. 


Looking at'Eve AR who leans over the bodies of Powe 
and ELciva. 0 * ont b woy uo 


* 


